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Just Good Friends 


Author's Notes: 
This story was written originally a couple of years ago after the band appeared at an awards show in Nashville 


but | never had an ending. 


Its quite a silly night between friends, completed made up from my tiny mind. 


The annoying ringing was what woke him up, and it was with a grunt, shuffle and a grimace Taylor emerged 
from the duvet and forced one tired eye open, gripping his phone he peered at the screen, unsurprised by the 
caller ID, "What?" he answered flopping back to the pillow. 


"Where are you?" 
"In bed, like any right-minded person.where are you? Jesus, how drunk are you?" the blond moaned listening to 


Dave hiccup down the phone, a sinking feeling he wasn't going to be going back to sleep any time soon drifting 


over him. 


‘lm in reception, the hotel won't tell me which room you are in, they keep saying you're not here, it's like they 
think l'm a fucking stalker or something, will you tell them to let me in," Dave hiccupped. 


"Are you on your own?" 
"Yes," 


"Who have you been out with? Why have they left you on your own when you're hammered? Your hotel's 
across Town, what are you doing here?" the band were in Nashville for an award show, they'd played last night 
and won something or other, Taylor had no idea what, he'd done some nodding and smiling and answered a few 
inane questions. Dave's arm was still in a sling so he'd spent most of the time keeping an eye on him, he'd 
banned him from so much as touching a guitar, because in his words ‘I'm pretty sure | cant damage anything, 


maybe? but Taylor had to admit just having him sing at the front was a bit odd. 

"You know this conversation would be a lot easier if you just call reception and say you know me..or you know, 
tell me which room you're in," Dave had been in town for a few days before them as he was speaking at a 
conference and he'd been put up in a different hotel. 

‘lm in 835, but you'll need reception to let you up, the lifts have that security thing," 

"No they don't," Dave mumbled, wobbling towards a lift. 

"D, are you okay?" 

Fine, can't sleep, thought you..don't know...my arm hurts, I'm..Hawkins, there's only 6 floors in this hotel," 
"Hang the fuck on," Taylor mumbled, climbing out of bed, he was sure he was on the eighth floor, but he 
stayed in so many hotels he must have got confused. He flicked on the lamp and squinted against the light 


pulling on his glasses, "It's definitely Room..Grohl, where are you?" 


"In the lift," the voice came back and it seemed to have gone from drunk and boisterous to quiet and sad, and 


immediately any annoyance Taylor felt at being woken up disappeared. 
"What hotel babe?" 


"The Hyatt, Pat said you were all here because they couldn't get you into mine. He's gone to bed, but | don't 


want... ..why can't | come and see you?" 


"D, you're at the wrong hotel, I'm at the Fairmont, they overbooked us at the Hyatt and someone had to be 


outbooked, | didn't mind, this place is more Downtown," 


"Oh," the brunette said into the phone and Taylor shook his head. 


"Go to the bar, have a drink, I'll come and get you, l'm only a short walk away," 

| can come to you," 

"D, you're drunk, you're on your own and you've got a bad arm, I'm coming to get you," 

"Thank you," 
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Taylor made his way into the hotel lobby and immediately saw a security guard towards him. He didn't blame 
them, he wasn't exactly dressed like he should frequent a 5 star hotel and it was nearly 3 in the morning. He 
wore old trainers, tatty jeans and a leather jacket zipped up over a hoody and a baseball cap pulled low over 

this face. 


"Can | help you Sir?" 


Lifting his head slightly he tried to put across a winning smile, "Sorry, I'm not staying, my friend is in the bar, 
he got a bit confused with where | was staying, I've just coming to collect him," 


While the security guard was obviously deciding whether to believe him or send him on his way, he heard a 
familiar voice slurring from the bar. 


"Don't worry, | don't blame you for being hesitant about me, but that noise - that's him, he's incredibly 


annoying and loud. All| want to do is get him and leave again, for a quiet night, can | go through?" 
‘Sorry, of course, please go ahead," 

Taylor nodded before moving towards his friend's voice. 

"Hey you, what's all the noise about?" Taylor said, trying to direct Dave to a seat. 


"Well. wanted to charge this back to your room, but they said | can't do that," the brunette slurred, "You 


know | can forge your signature," 


Smiling Taylor squeezed his friends arm, pushing him onto a stool, "Well, firstly, don't do that, and seeing as, as 
| mentioned, I'm not staying here..." 


"Oh," the other man frowned, obviously having been drinking more 
"Honestly, it's okay, you're..well, you, we don't mind," the barman said, obviously keen to impress Dave. 


"S'okay, I've got this," the blond smiled, dropping some notes onto the bar, "Right, come on you, lets go to a 


hotel at least one of us is staying in," 
Dave didn't speak at first, but nodded to the barman, "Sorry mate, | got confused," 
"No worries at all," 


Before they left the hotel Taylor looked at his drunk friend, he would do this for no-one else, "Right, first 


thing, have you lost your wallet?" 
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"Bud, if you have we need to cancel your cards and stuff,” 

"Umm, maybe Pat has it?" 

"You think?" Taylor asked and he could see his friend didn't know and didn't appear to care right now, "Oh, l'm 
going to get an earful for this," he moaned, pulling out his phone and calling their band mate while Dave 
wondered out onto the street and was awkwardly trying to open his cigarettes. 

Taylor nodded his thanks to the security and followed his friend outside, taking the packet he opened it, handed 
one to Dave while cradling the phone between his neck and ear. He'd just lit his friends cigarette when his 
other friend's sleepy voice spoke in his ear, "This better be fucking good Hawkins," 

"Hey mate, sorry, just checking, have you got Dave's wallet?" 

"What?" 

"He doesn't know if he lost it or if you have it?" 

"Yes, | do, | told him | have it, like twenty times, why is he with you? | told him to go to bed hours ago," 
"Sorry mate, we were just hanging out, as long as you've got it that's fine, see you tomorrow,’ 

"See ya," Pat finished hanging up. 

"Okay, your wallets with Pat, we'll get it tomorrow, come on, home time," 
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The pair walked down the street and Taylor wrapped an arm around the brunette's waist, "You okay buddy?" 


‘I'm so sorry T..l just, | couldn't sleep, | can't sleep, my arm aches like fuck..then | drank too much, I'm sorry, 


I'll just go back to my room," 


"No you won't, I'm only a few minutes walk away," 
“Sorry...” 
"Don't be daft," Taylor smiled, kissing his friends shoulder. 


They got back to the blond's room and Taylor sat his best friend down on the sofa and fetched him a bottle 
of water, twisting the cap off for him. 


"Thank you," the brunette smiled tightly. 
Taylor knelt down and took the brunette's shoes off for him, "Stop trying to be superman all the time," 
"What?" 


"Stop trying to be superman all the time. D, you've had an operation, one where you were under general 


anaesthetic, you should be taking it easy, but | know you don't, you want to be everything to everyone." 
"But I..." 


"D, I'm not knocking you, | think you're amazing," Taylor smiled, brushing the brunette hair off his face, "You 


know | do," 
"L.I just, | feel like I'm letting everyone down," 
"You're letting no-one down, you're the most amazing Dad and husband. You're the best boss in the world.. 


most days," Taylor smiled winking, "Best friend I've ever had.you just have to not go at everything [00miles an 
hour all the time," 


"You think I'm getting old," 

| don't think, | know, but | still think you're superman," 

"You are fucking insane," Dave smiled tiredly before his face dropped and he looked so sad again 

"D? Babe, what's wrong?" Taylor asked, sitting next to his friend and wrapping his arm around his back. 
| can't..T..tm not." the brunette struggled, tears filling his eyes and his body shook. 


"D, you can talk to me about anything, you know that," the blond urged, rubbing his back, pressing his lips to 
his shoulder. 


‘I'm so sorry T, I've let you all down, | fucked up, I'm fucked, this arm, it's not getting better, I'm not going to 
be able to play anymore, I'm sorry, | can't play guitar, or drums, and l.l don't know what to do..T, | don't know... 


how can..." 
"What?" Taylor asked confused, "I don't...D, what's happened?" 
‘Its not getting better," the brunette sobbed and Taylor pulled him into his arms for a proper cuddle. 


The blond rubbed his back, kissing his hair which was the only part of him he could reach as the brunette 
clung to him, sobbing his heart out. Taylor's stomach twisted, how could his beautiful friend have coped with 
this news on his own, he'd obviously been bottling it up. He tried to think back to when his friend would have 
got the news, working out how long he'd been dealing with this on his own. The blond didn't think Dave's next 
doctors appointment was for another two weeks..just then he rolled his eyes and moved back from his friends 


embrace, so he could look Dave in the eyes. 
The blond wiped his friends face, and leant forward kissing his forehead, whatever he thought, the brunette 
was clearly distraught, "| know now is not the right time, but | just want to...D, is this a self- diagnosed, ‘I'm 


not getting better because l'm an impatient brat or has a doctor actually told you?" 


As soon as his friend looked down, biting his lip and there was a pink tinge to his cheeks, Taylor's anxiety 
disappeared and he shook his head, "You're a dick," 


"Taylor, | know my body," 


"Are you doing your physio?" the blond asked dipping his head to look his friend in the eye however hard he 
tried to avoid him, "Have you done it at all?" 


"| tried," 

"Dits super important, you need to do that, otherwise you won't get better," 

"I'm trying," 

"You are very trying," Taylor grinned, "Babe, you're going to get better, this isn't a permanent injury, | promise. 
But you are not getting any younger, none of us are, we need to do your physio, itll make you better, | 
promise," 
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"I love you so much Grohl, just so much and we will get you better, how long have you been freaking out? 


Why don't you talk to me before now? And are you even supposed to be drinking on your painkillers? | mean, 


I'm not exactly a prude on these sort of things, but really?" 


"m a twat aren't |?" Dave mumbled, feeling embarrassed. 
"It makes a nice change from it being me eh?" 
"I'm sorry," 


"Nothing at all to be sorry about gorgeous, nothing..this is why we're friends, we look after each other. Let's 
be fair, it's normally me getting myself all in a mess," Taylor soothed 


"You think if | do the physio it'll get better?" 


"| think its got a better chance than not doing it..plus, when we get home we'll arrange an appointment with 


the doctor, I'll go with you and we'll actually discuss your worries," 
"What, like an actual grown up?" Dave mumbled. 


"Well, let's not overreach," Taylor giggled, "Come on, let's get you into bed," the blond said softly, standing up 
and pecking the brunette's forehead. 


"I can't really sleep, it's awkward lying in bed, | think Jordan is pleased I'm away, I've been unbearable," 
The blond laughed, “You're always unbearable, but we'll get you comfy, you need to sleep, itll help you fix," 
"Yes Taylor," Dave agreed, knowing the blond was too annoying to give up and he did feel exhausted. 


The brunette didn't argue as the blond stripped his best friend down to his boxers and sent him to the 


bathroom to wash up. 
The pair of them climbed into bed and Taylor lay back, "Come here," 


Seeing the brunette raise his eyebrow in the semi-darkness Taylor smiled, "Babe, you're tired, you need sleep, 


you sleep on that side, if you lie on me, it'll stop you having to. just trust me, come here," 


Dave awkwardly lay back but as soon as the familiar arms slid around his waist he started to relax. Almost 
seconds later the brunette felt himself drift off, it was the first time in weeks he'd been comfortable and 
relaxed. Taylor smirked as he settled the duvet high up over their shoulders and pressed his lips into Dave's 


shoulder. 
He wasn't super comfortable himself, however he didn't mind, Dave was in his arms, safe and fast asleep and 
Taylor knew despite his protestations Dave would feel better for it. He closed his eyes and pulled himself closer 


to his best friend letting himself fall asleep. 


žk% 


The blond woke up as his friend tried to pull himself out of his embrace, "And where do you think you're going 
Grohl?" he croaked. 


"Bathroom," Dave said. 

"Come back to bed," 

"Yes Lover," the brunette teased. 

He returned moments later and slid back into bed leaning up against the pillows, "Sorry about last night," 


Taylor didn't speak, but shook his head dismissing the comment, he'd do anything for Dave and the brunette 
should know that too. Reaching out he took the brunette's injured hand and started to move it gently. 


"What are you doing?" 
"Your physio," 


"Why?" Dave asked, letting his friend move his hand around, just the way he'd been shown, "And how do you 


know what to do?" 
"Because | took you to your physio appointment and asked them to show me when you went to the toilet,” 
"Why?" 


"Because you're shit at doing what you're told and | wanted to make sure you got better," Taylor shrugged as 


it if was obvious. 


"That's so soft," Dave said, but pulling his hand back and holding it on his lap, his head down, letting his hair 
hang in front of his face. 


"Also, however, correct," 
"Yeah..look, um, don't tell the others eh? Or Jordan," 
"Just between us," 

"Yeah," 


"Okay, but you need to promise me you'll do your physio, I'll show you how and I'll be nice and not take the piss 


that you never listen to anyone...but promise me?" 


"| promise,” Dave said seriously, he knew his best friend meant this and he was determined to have a better 


attitude to his recovery, besides he had a feeling the blond was going to ride his arse all the way. 


"Good, | need you fit and well, | like playing stadiums and playing on stupid crazy big drum sets, you have to 
get yourself better so | can keep doing that," Taylor shrugged. 


"Dickhead," Dave smirked. 

"Whatever, why were you on your own last night? Who were you out with?" 
"Pat, few others, missed you though," 

"Sorry, was just a bit tired, wasn't really feeling up to partying," 

"Everything okay?" Dave checked, Taylor hardly ever missed a night out. 


"Yeah, fine," the blond nodded, before smiling and knowing the look he'd see on his friends face, "| swear D, | 
just.okay, I've been struggling a bit," 


The brunette turned his head and looked at the blond in his face, "T?" 
"Its noth..." 
"Try again," Dave said, not letting his friend fob him off. 


The blond rolled his eyes and tugged softly at the brunette's fingers, "I really can't lie to you eh? | don't 
honestly think it's much, I've missed you though, maybe I've been a bit lonely, but | can't say that because my 


family's amazing...” 


"T, you can tell me exactly what you think, I'm not going to think you're a bad person or judge you, | mean, it's 


me, I'll probably try and fix it, but talk to me," 
"The last few months, I've been spending quite a bit of time with Matt, Matt Cameron," 


"How is he doing?" Dave asked, shifting them so they were lying down, him on his back, Taylor against his side, 
he'd got his good arm wrapped around the blond, partly so he couldn't escape, but largely because he liked the 
comforting feeling of his best friend's body held against his. 


"He's struggling,” Taylor said softly, snuggling into his best friend's embrace, never feeling he had to always be 
the strong one with Dave, "He's been feeling the pressure to ‘get on’ or ‘move on’. Before the Tribute concert 
he was just focusing on making that special, making it the best night he could to remember Chris. Now that's 
finished he's finding it hard. He blames himself," the blond mumbled, not looking at his friend He didn't want him 


to think he was prying, they'd spoken about everything in each others lives countless times, but he'd never 


pushed Dave to talk about Kurt, it wasn't his business. Dave had actually opened up more to Taylor than 
anyone else in his life because he felt most comfortable with him and trusted him more than anyone. 


"He shouldn't do that," 


"I know, I've tried talking to him, he knows in his head, but | think..! mean, they did a gig, said good-night, 
headed off to bed and that's it," Taylor said, swallowing back tears and Dave squeezed his fingers, "sorry bud," 


"Never be sorry," the brunette said kissing his friend's hair. 

"D..lt makes me a bit scared too and | know that sounds so selfish. | feel selfish too, | can't help but transfer 
it to me, God, I'm so fucking self-involved...you know he had Chris’ cooler on his riser? It was super important 
to him and at the show, he had it then, he wanted it same as normal. When we went out to sound check at 


the Super Bowl thing and your drinks weren't on my riser | nearly burst into tears - | mean, fuck,’ 


"Hey, come here,’ Dave said, holding him with his good arm, holding his head against his shoulder and kissing his 
best friend, "And you're not selfish, far far from it, you're one of the kindest, sweetest people I've ever met," 


"Thank you D, you promise me, if you ever need...” 
"You'd know T, you'd know, | promise, and | hope I'd know if you were feeling low? You ever try to hide anything 
from me I'll kick your arse from here to next fucking year, | swear to God," Dave said, moving back so he 


could look in his friends eyes, "I mean it Hawkins, this isn't the first time I've thought about this, | swear to 


God |." 


"You'd know," the blond nodded, sighing heavily, “Sorry, | didn't mean to get all emotional, I've just been thinking 
about it | guess, | needed to say that..l know you're fine, it's just an arm op, but | got a bit scared," 


The brunette tugged his friend back into his arm, "You getting all anxious about stuff? I'd never believe it," 

"| know, | know," Taylor smiled. 

"What is Matt doing?" 

"Heading out with Pearl Jam soon. | think he needs it," 

"We'll go and see him, hang around and annoy him for a bit," 

"Thanks D..that'd be good," Taylor smiled and they lay together in silence for a few minutes, just enjoying the 
feel of their bodies close together. They may enjoy teasing each other and messing around, but they were so 


close and when they were away from their families, sort comfort in each other. 


The blond spoke up again, rubbing his nose against the brunette bare shoulder, "I'm pleased it's me that you 


call in the middle of the night when you can't sleep," 
"Everyone else would tell me to fuck off" 

"Its tempting,” 

"You know full well you'd never do that..well you might, but you'd still come and sort me out," Dave laughed. 
"True, now," Taylor said standing up from the bed and fetching the brunete's sling, ‘Lets get this on you,’ 


| thought | might try clothes first buddy," Dave grinned, his blond friend sometimes did really live up to his 


appearance 
"We're having breakfast first then l'm going to give you a bath and wash your hair," 

"Im a grown man, | don't need to be bathed," Dave laughed 

"You need to wash your hair and you have to keep your arm dry, itll be easier if | do it," 

"| can get." Dave started then stopped, he didn't know why he was being difficult, if his friend was being nice 
enough to help him and the blond was one person he didn't mind being helped by, “That would be kind, thank 


you ` 


Taylor pulled on a pair of shorts and fetched a dressing gown for his best friend and lifted it onto his 


shoulders and around his bad arm, "okay, comfortable?" 
Dave nodded and squeezed Taylor's fingers, "thank you," 


"S'nothing," the blond said, tugging on a t-shirt and flicking on the coffee machine, looking at it like it was a 
spaceship, "Any ideas?" 


Rolling his eyes Dave smiled and stood up, awkwardly releasing the water container with one hand he handed it 


to his friend, "Fill this," 

As the blond obediently disappeared into the bathroom Dave opened a couple of draws and extracted the little 
pods. He slid one into the machine and took the container from his friend sliding it into place and pressing the 
buttons. 

He placed the cup beneath it and soon hot coffee bubbled out. 


"After all these years, all these hotels, how do you still not know how to use coffee machines?" 


Shrugging Taylor shewed Dave back to the sofa and placed his coffee in front of him before turning back to 


make his own, "I started to drink more tea unless you're with me," 


The brunette laughed and shuffled further down glancing around the room, "So, how come you bounced out of 
the other hotel?" 


Shrugging Taylor came and sat next to him, "We all checked in together, they'd missed a room off and over 
booked. We were a bit late and well, Pat looked like he was going to explode, Nate's exhausted, | don't think he's 
slept in six months," 


"Well, that's what happens when you have twins," 


"Hell yeah, and Shifty, well he's on tour, he was super excited about a bed..l thought I'd be the odd one out, | 


don't mind," 
"See, sweetheart,’ Dave smiled, his friend could pretend all he liked, but Taylor was the kindest person he knew. 


Rolling his eyes the blond dropped down to the sofa next to his friend, "Are you really struggling? With home 
and stuff?" 


"l'm just grumpy because I'm awkward and uncomfortable, | can't drive, | can't take the bike out, | just..well you 
worse is you," 

"True, very true," Taylor grinned, "| could help you know?" 

"Do | want to know how? 

"| don't know," the blond shrugged, "I'll be there for you," 

"You're always there for me," Dave laughed, "Are you going to take me on day trips?" 

"We'll see, | can come up with lots of things," Taylor grinned as the door went, "Oh, that will be breakfast," 


While Dave was letting their frankly enormous breakfast go down Taylor disappeared to the bathroom, he 


reappeared a while later and held out his hand, "Come on you, lets get you all clean," 


The brunette let him take his hand, the calloused hand fit his perfectly as ever and the feeling of being looked 
after by his blond always took him back and it was a feeling which washed over him and warmed his heart. 


The huge bath was full and nearly overflowing with bubbles, the room was warm and as Taylor eased his 


friends dressing gown off him, "In you get my darling,” 


Dave paused looking at the blond, he was used to the silly pet names and the not so nice pet names his best 


friend also called him, but he hadn't heard that gentle tone for a good few years. He had to admit it sounded 
good. 


"Come on," Taylor urged, kissing his bare shoulder, "In you get, you'll feel better," 
The brunette sunk into the deep bath and lay back in the bubbles, noticing the way his friend held his injured 
arm and rested it on a towel he'd prepared to keep it out the way. Taylor knelt down beside the bath and 


rested one arm on the side, with his other had he ran his fingers through the brunette's hair knowing how 
comforting he found it. 


"Since?" Taylor jumped in with a grin on his lips. 

"Since you...well...we...we...UM.... 

"Kissed?" Taylor suggested, seeing the way his friends eyes shot between his eyes and his lips. The way the 
brunette bit his lip, almost nervously, in a way which was more like the blond than the usually confident 
brunette. 

"Yeah," 

Shifting himself slightly, the blond rested his hand on the back of the brunette's head, their faces close and 
instead of it being awkward or weird, it felt incredibly natural. Tipping his head slightly he pressed his lips 


against his best friends, the pressure was immediately returned. 


Dave sat up slightly, the fingers on his good hand tangling with Taylor's free one, reassuring the blond this was 
exactly what he wanted. 


lt must have been nearly 2O0years since they'd first kissed like this. Then it was two young drunk idiots 


messing around not quite sure what they were doing. 


Today the kiss wasn't rushed or frantic, Taylor lazily ran his tongue along his friend's lip, permission was 
immediately granted and their kiss deepened. 


Eventually the kiss ended naturally and the two friends rested their foreheads together, "That was nice," Dave 


smiled 
"Yeah, nice," the blond agreed moving back and smiling at his friend, "Really nice," 
"Hurry up and wash my hair..| want to get out here," Dave said softly, 


"What's the hurry?" Taylor asked softly, tugging gently on his friends hair with a cheeky grin on his face. 


The brunette raised his eyebrows, "How you feeling about that?" 

"You've said nothing Grohl,” 

"Te" 

"Come on, I'll wash it afterwards," Taylor helped the brunette out of the bath. He held open the large fluffy 
dressing gown and wrapped it around the brunette securing it at his waist. He smiled into his best friends eyes 
and found himself lost for words, equally, Dave couldn't keep his eyes off the blond, he licked his suddenly dry 


lips and leant forward, his arms slipping around the blond's thin waist keeping him close with his good arm. 


Taylor settled his arms on the brunettes shoulders, fiddling with the soft robe, "Well..we haven't done this for 


a while," 
"You want...” 
"Yeah.." Taylor added before Dave even finished and the soft look on his best friends face made his legs weak. 


Leaning forward the blond cupped his friends cheek, rubbing the skin and looking straight into the older man's 


eyes, "you're still gorgeous, best looking man I've ever seen," 
"You said I'm old," the brunette replied. 
"Still hot as fuck," Taylor replied. 


Dave stroked his hands up the blond's back pulling them closer together and their lips meeting again, both 
almost surprised by the gentleness and they pulled back to look at each other. 


The first time they'd gone to bed together it had been a drunk game, they'd almost dared each other to push 
the other further, they'd both been surprised how good it was and how much they'd enjoyed it. It had never 
been a question of if it would lead to anything, it was just a secret special part to their friendship. 

On the early tours when they were both single it was almost an unspoken agreement, if they didn't both get 
laid they'd fuck each other. Since they'd been together with their wives they'd nearly stopped everything all 
together, but just occasionally, often when they'd been out for a while, they'd find and comfort in each others 
arms and beds. 

Moving out his friends embrace, Taylor tangled his fingers with the brunette's, "Come to bed darling," 

They reached the bedroom and the blond sat the brunette down on the edge of the bed, "Lie down," 


Doing as he was told the brunette shuffled up the bed until he lay back against the pillows and smirked down 


at the gorgeous blond above him, "And now?" 


"And now..now you lie there and I'm going to show you just how hot | think you are," Taylor grinned, crawling 


up the bed, he settled with his legs astride the brunette's chest 

Dave's good arm dropped to the blond's thigh, running around his waist, "T.you don't have to. mean you.” 
"Shut up Grohl, for once in your life, do as you're told" the blond smiled, undoing the brunette's dressing gown 
"And what is that exactly?" 

'Lie there and let me love you," 


"Well, when you put it like that," Dave grinned, shuffling down where he could and looking indulgently up at the 


blond above him. 

Taylor bent over so his head was over the brunette's, tipping his head down to kiss him gently. 

Once he'd kissed the brunette's lip, he worked down kissing and licking at his man's neck, his arms slipping 
around his back keeping them close. 
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Taylor sighed in contentment, keeping his eyes closed he wiggled in Dave's arms making sure he was as 
comfortable as possible, trying to bite back a smirk, "Stop staring at me," he felt the brunette's body heavy 


with amusement and he peeled opened one tired eye and tried to scowl, "Grohl," 


"No. get to do this, look, it's not like its a fucking regular occurrence, | want to look at you, like this, all quiet 


and peaceful," 

"Idiot" 

"Whatever," 

The brunette moved his head back slightly and brushed the blond hair from Taylor's face, "We good?" 
"Course we're good," 

"Still don't want to run off info the sunset with me?" 


"Dick," Taylor mumbled, tucking his head back under Dave's chin where it always fit so well and tightened his 
grip on the gorgeous brunette, "Do love ya though," 


"Me too," Dave agreed kissing his hair, "You've learnt more moves, have you been practicing with another 


man?" 
"Don't be stupid, I'd never do that to Al..or you," he added blushing, "That sounds stupid eh?" 


"Nah, | get you, I'm the same, I've thought about it, not to cheat on you or well, Jordan, but that you really 


are the only man I've even wanted to you know..do stuff with," 

"Same..it's been a while mind," Taylor said, one hand resting on Dave's hip, rubbing the skin gently. 

"Yeah," Dave nodded, pressing a gentle kiss on the blond's nose. 

| wanted to make you feel good,” the blond mumbled softly, feeling embarassed, "D, | know you're worried 
about getting old, but you're still you, you're still awesome and full of energy and can do things a man half 
your age would wish he could,” 


Dave tightened his arms around his best friend, "Thank you, half of it's a lie, but thank you," 


"None of it is a lie," Taylor insisted, "You're still the young man | was terrified to speak to who was nice to me 


all those years ago..the best friend who taught me what love was," 

The lay together, their minds drifting and just enjoying the comfort of being together, arms and legs tangled 
effortlessly, "Do you remember the first time we did this?" Dave asked, nibbling the soft skin on the blond's 
shoulder. 

‘Course, never been more scared in my life," 

"Really?" 

"And excited, | knew | wanted it, | didn't want you to think | was some dumb idiot, but..” 

"T.l've never thought that," Dave said softly. 


"Really?" Taylor checked and with that the two friends met eyes and both laughed. 


"Okay, sometimes | think that, but then, | just thought you were the coolest person ever, still kinda do," the 
brunette admitted. 


Taylor rolled his eyes and kissed his friend's nose, "Those nights up in Virginia when we recorded ‘One’, they 
put me back together," 


"You did that T," 


"D, don't, I'm not talking about being the friend you are, I'm talking about the way you touched me, made me 


feel nice again, made me feel..! don't know, this is too soft," Taylor shrugged. 

"Te" 

"Oh fuck, this is all so long ago," The blond squirmed but didn't pull away from the brunette who held him 
firmly, "This isn't including how you were the best friend in the world to me, stayed by my side when 


everyone else would have walked away, did walk away," the blond paused, his mind drifting back all those years, 


be over after what | did.not just that you didn't trust me anymore, but that well.but.D, you took me to bed, 


you loved me, you loved me...and cared and made me see | was worth it.worth something, we made love," 

"We did," Dave smiled, "nothing changed for me..well, it did.| wanted you to know how much | loved you, how 
special you are, | never wanted you to feel the need for that again, | wanted to show you how there would be 
something else out there," 

Taylor didn't speak, the lump in his throat felt massive but he placed a soft kiss on Dave's shoulder and 
relaxed as the strong arms kept a very tight grip of him. Finally he managed to speak, "couldn't have done 


anything without you," 


"You can do anything T, you're so much braver than you seem to think you are, | think you're amazing," Dave 


mumbled into the blond hair. 

"This has gone super soppy," the blond giggled 

"Ratbag," Dave replied 

Taylor hummed against the warm skin, "Think you need another shower," 

"You too," Dave smirked, 

RK 

Dave climbed onto the bus and grinned seeing Nate slumped over at the table, "Morning Bud," 
"| fucking hate you," the bassist growled 


"Well now, that's..harsh.what exactly have | done this time?" the brunette frowned, not entirely sure where 
this level of vitriol had come from. 


"You were out with Pat and that lot last night weren't you? He said you were drunk and out super late? Pissed 
as a fart?" 


"Yeah... 


"You've just had a pretty major operation, you've a family and busy as the rest of us, yet you look like you've 
just had a fucking week at a spa hotel,” 


"Okay." 

"Seriously, | had two beers and | feel like death warmed up," 

"Oh mate, you think you're coming down with something?" 

"No, | think l'm old, | have young twins and..and how do you do it?" the bassist asked 


Dave smiled and shrugged, "Mate, | felt like crap last night, when T came and found me | felt miserable, sad 
and old..then | got Hawkins‘ed," 


"And what does that involve?" Nate asked. 
Shrugging the brunette smiled to himself, "You wouldn't believe me if | told you," 


Just then the blond went to jog onto the bus, but pulled up wincing at Dave, "Fuck D, my arse hurts like 
fuck..oh hey Nate, you look like crap, big night?" 


"Do | want to know?" Nate asked looking at Dave 
"Probably best not to ask," the brunette grinned dropping down to the seat next to him. 


Nate rolled his eyes, used to the two of them, ‘just good friends my arse’. 


